ONE THOUSAND FAMOUS THINGS	B0
All Things Pass
I
 passed one day by a very ancient and wonderfully populous city,
and asked one of its inhabitants how long it had been founded,
It is indeed a mighty city (replied he); we know not how long
it has existed, and our ancestors were on this subject as ignorant
as ourselves.
Five centuries afterwards, as I passed by the same place, I could
not perceive the slightest vestige of the city. I demanded of a
peasant who was gathering herbs upon its former site how long it
had been destroyed.
In sooth, a strange question (replied he); the ground here has
never been different from what you now behold it. Was there not
of old (said I) a splendid city here ? Never (answered he), so far as
we have seen ; and never did our fathers speak to us of any such.
On my return there five hundred years afterwards I found the sea
in the place ; and on its shores were a party of fishermen, of whom
I inquired how long the land had been covered by the waters.
Is this a question (say they) for a man like you ? This spot has
always been what it is now.
I again returned five hundred years afterwards; the sea had dis-
appeared. I inquired of a man how long this change had taken place,
and he gave me the same answer as I had received before.
Lastly, on coming back again after an equal lapse of time, I found
there a flourishing city, more populous and more rich in beautiful
buildings than the city I had seen the first time; and when, I would
fain have informed myself concerning its origin the inhabitants
answered me : " Its rise is lost in remote antiquity ; we are ignorant
how long it has existed, and our fathers were on this subject as ig-
norant as ourselves." An Arabian writer of the Thirteenth Century
H
- The Worm Must Not Complain
ie who makes himself a worm cannot complain if he is crushed.
Immanuel Kant
The Dreamers
a
h, there be souls none understand,
Like clouds, they cannot touch the land,
Drive as they may by field or town.
Call these not fools ; the test of worth
Is not the hold you have on earth,
Lo, there be gentlest souls, sea blown,
That know not any harbour known,
And it may be the reason is
They touch on fairer shores than this.
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